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Chapter | - What\'s your name? 


Author's Notes: 

Rated adult for swearing and hints at sex -may even be some sex-. 

Each chapter-unless stated otherwise- will be from different points of view. Odd ones are Skylar\'s and evens 
are Jryki\'s. 

PS. Asda is an English version of Wal-Mart (just incase | say Asda instead of supermarket) and a sofa is an 
English term for couch. 

PPS. Nm also open to criticism so I\'ll take what ever feedback | can get 


-Skylar's POV- 


| sigh as | leave my work, glad the day is over. | run a hand through my hair and put my headphones in. 
Walking down the street with music playing in my ears instantly relaxes me, so | hum along and let my mind 


wander. Realising | have to do some grocery shopping | quickly turn right and head to the supermarket. 


Grabbing a basket on the way in, | follow the same pathway and routine as every other time | go shopping. | 
spot a bag of blackjacks and lift them with a smile. ‘Personal darkness in a bag, | think just as | hear a familliar 


song. Humming along as | go makes time fly so I'm almost done shopping not I5 minutes later. As | walk down an 
aisle to get bread, | notice that there isn't much left and that the one | want is on the bottom shelf. Crouching 
down | begin to check the dates just as a loaf of bread lands on my head. 


"My apologies madam," says a man with a heavily accented voice. 


"IFs fine," | reply, lifting the perfect date and putting it into my basket before taking the loaf off my head and 
standing up, "It was only a loaf of bread so it didn't hurt" 


| was almost as tall as the man, which caught him off guard. He smiles apologetically at me before taking my 
hand and kisses the back of it. | gape at the man in disbelief whilst everyone around me stares. My breathing 
becomes ragged as | try not to panic and | take my hand away from him. 


"l-I have t-to go," | stutter, handing the loaf to him before turning and walking off. 
"Until next time?" he says, loud enough so | can hear but not shouting. 


| shake my head in response, already deciding | don't want anything else to do with this man. Trying not to run 
to the checkout | tell myself to calm down as there is no point in having a panic attack here in case they 
phone an ambulance and | never get my shopping done. | quickly get my items scanned and bagged, paying by 


cash and leaving before | get dragged into another conversation 


The moment | get home a couple of things occur to me. The first being that of my attire; normally when l'm 
dressed in my black skinnies, a band t-shirt and have my lip piercing in, people stay away from me, yet this 
man did not. The second thing that occurs to me is his attire; black tench coat, leather trousers with chains 
on them, a shirt with an Egyptian symbol on it and lots of jewellery -well more than I'd wear anyway-, yet it 
seemed like people woud approach him. The final thing that occured to me was his accent, he obviously isn't 


from around here therefore he is visiting, which is strange as it is such a small town in the middle of Ireland. 


With that final thought in my head and all my shopping put away | collapse onto the sofa with a sigh and 
slowly fall asleep. 


-Chapter | End- 


| forgot to ask her name... 


Author's Notes: 
This is my 3rd attempt at this, and I\'m not writting it out again because if | do I\'ll only become even more 
annoyed at how it isn\'t anything like my original -which | forgot to save. Hope you like it. 


Jyrki's POV 


| smile slightly in besmusement, as she walks away. Shaking my head slightly | decide to get back to shopping. 
Walking around, | mentally tick off the things | need, pausing for a moment when | get to the fruit section 
before remembering he can't eat pineapples. Lifting the last thing on my list, | walk over to the checkout, well 
away that she is doing more than scanning my shopping. | smile politely at her, causing her to blush. 


"Call me sometime?" she asks, lifting a pen to write down her name and number. 
"Aren't my type dear," | reply, setting down the exact amount of money before walking off with my stuff. 


As | walk out of the supermarket, | look at all the people | pass, noticing how predictable they are, all dressed 
the same and acting the same. ‘Unlike her, | think, ‘The one girl who stands out in a crowd.. With a sigh | start 
to walk in the direction of my hotel, looking around at the buildings, seeing how deteriorated this part of the 
Town is, as if they have given up on it. | narrow my eyes slightly, glaring at the area of the town that was 
kept the same, knowing that underneath it all it is all run down. 


Spotting a taxi | walk over and climb into the back, telling the driver the name of my hotel before sitting back 
in my seat, looking at the scenes that pass by. Little boys and girls playing games or with their parents who 
are going or coming back from a walk. ‘Too young to know about the hardships in life, | think, ‘yet not even of 
age to know about the mistakes that they make ever day. A world full of hell is nothing for children to be 


living in.. Yet it seems as if that girl from earlier knows about this yet acts as if she does not care.’ 


My train of thought is broken by the taxi pulling up at my hotel. | pay the driver and get out, checking | have 
all my shopping before closing the door behind me. | walk up to the door of the hotel, and open it, holding it 
open for the people behind me. 


"Thank you," they say as they walk in, the girls giggling and blushing. 


| smile politely before walking in and heading for the room my best friend, drummer and band mate are 
sharing for our stay. Taking the stairs instead of the lift, so | don't get caught into another situation as 
before, | make it up in 10 minutes. Walking over to my room, | take the room key out of my pocket and unlock 
the door, pushing it open with my foot. Dropping my stuff as the door closes; | walk over to see Jussi sleeping. 


Grabbing a cushion | throw it at him as | walk over to the window to open the curtains. 


"Mmmm?" he says, half awake. 
"Get up," | reply, "Its almost 5 in the afternoon and we are going out in an hour." 


| grab clean clothes from my suitcase and walk into the bathroom, throwing another cushion at Jussi to 
properly wake him up. | glare at him when he doesn't move, causing him to sigh and sit up, running a hand 
through his messed up hair. | close the door behind me, and set my clothes on the ground before turning on 
the shower. Stepping in once undressed, | wash my hair, my mind going back to the girl from earlier. It's then | 


realise | forgot to ask for her name. 


The Night Out 


Author's Notes: 
Hope you like it. It\'s the third chapter from Skylar\'s POV. 


-Skylar's POV- 


| awaken to hear my phone ringing. Reaching out for it, | sit up and rub my eyes, pressing answer in the 


process. 
"Hello?" | say with a yawn. 

"Hey Sky," they reply. 

‘Oh, Rose," | say slightly surprised. 

"Yup, you busy tonight?" she asks. 

"Umm. work, getting information for work," | reply, slowly awakening. 

"Aww, well that can wait until tomorrow," she says, "Let's go to the new club that has opened." 

"No," | reply with a sigh, "You know | don't do well with large crowds." 

"Please," she whines, "We haven't seen each other in forever." 

"An hour, then I'm leaving," | agree reluctantly. 

"l'Il be over in 10 minutes so we can get ready," she replies excitedly before hanging up. 

| sigh and put the phone down, before heading into the kitchen to make myself a cup of coffee. As the water 
is boiling | tie my hair up, glancing in the mirror to see how pale | look. ‘Almost like a vampire, | think with a 
smile as | go back to making the coffee. | sit at the table drinking it, looking through some of the paperwork 

for my job when | hear a knock at the door. 

"Its open!" | call out, knowing who it is. 


"Hey Sky~" Rose says as she pratically skips into the kitchen, "That's not good for your complexion you know." 


"What complexion? I'm as white as that wall," | retort smiling slightly before sighing, "Well let's get this over 


and done with so | can get back to my work." 


We head upstairs, me with my coffee in hand and Rose with her bag full of clothes and makeup. Rose starts 
to pick out clothes for me whilst | just sit and watch her, sighing in response to some of the stuff that | don't 
like. She eventually gets something very me and | smile before heading to the bathroom to shower and get 
dressed. My mind is elsewhere as | shower, thinking back to the guy from earlier; the one who looks so 


different from the normal people of this run down town. 


| walk out of the bathroom, my hair hanging down my back, slightly damping the back of my tartan dress. | sit 
down in a chair to let Rose do my hair, my mind once again drifting back to the guy from earlier. | let out a 


sigh as she finishes. 

"What's up with you?" she asks. 

"Nothing, just tired,” | lie. 

"Quit lying," she says, "Is a guy isn't it?" 


"Kinda," | admit, "He was just so different from everyone else here in this town, he even treated me as an 


equal even with my dressed the way | was." 
"We might see him tonight," Rose says, fixing her own hair. 
"| doubt it," | reply, "It doesn't seem like his sort of thing." 


She rolls her eyes and puts on her makeup. | do the same, putting on minimal eyeliner and the deepest shade 
of red lipstick When we are ready we leave my house, snapping photos as we go, the flash shinning off my lip 
ring with every picture taken. We arrive outside the club IO minutes later, and start to queue up, but some 
how Rose is able to get us in before everyone else. She makes a mover towards the dance floor, whilst | head 
over to the bar, where | will be sitting for the better part of the next hour. Ordering my drink, | look around 
the room, until | spot him, the guy from earlier with a friend slightly shorter than him. | blush when he 
catches me looking at him and turn around to take a drink of my Bacardi and coke. ‘It's going to be a long 


night: | think. 


Met her in a club 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 4 hope you like :D Feedback greatly appreciated 


-Jyrki's POV- 

| sit writing some song lyrics whilst | wait on Jussi to fix his hair. | sigh irritably as | once again get my Finnish 
and English mixed up. Setting the pen down | stretch just as Jussi finishes. Grabbing my wallet and putting it in 
my pocket we walk out of the room and down to the reception, taking the stairs once again 

"So what is this place like?" Jussi asks. 

‘Meant to be good," | reply. 

"| meant the town not the club," he says with a laugh. 

"Run down," | reply with a sigh, "Basically going to hell yet they don't want to try and fix it." 

"Well it isn't Helsinki Jyrki," he says with a shrug. 

| smile slightly, remembering home just as a taxi arrives. We walk over and tell the driver the name of the 
club before looking out the window as we drive off. | pull on my gloves, making them tighter as they where 
slipping. Jussi shivers slightly, and | laugh quietly, knowing he regrets wearing the fishnet and nothing else. | look 
down at myself, smiling slightly at how different we are compared to everyone else. ‘Except her, | think with a 
sigh. 


"Why do you keep sighing?" Jussi asks. 


"Just got stuff on my mind," | reply as we pull up outside the club which has a long queue in front of it, "You 
got the pass?" 


"In my pocket," he says, taking it out and showing me. 
| nod and get out, letting Jussi pay for the taxi, before walking up to the front of the line and showing our 
passes. We are let in straight away, much to the protest of the others in the line. We smile apologetically at 


them, knowing it will calm them down before entering the club. 


The strobe lights make the place seem darker than it should probably be, but the music playing it the 


background disrupts this. | feel eyes on us and look around the room to see who it is when | spot her, the girl 


from earlier. ‘| probably would've found her if she hadn't been looking at us,' | think and nudge Jussi. Tilting my 


head in the direction of the bar he nods and we walk over. 


"Shot of tequila and a beer," | say, leaning over the bar to tell the barman, before turning my head to the 
right, "Hei." 


She jumps slightly, and | chuckle, mouthing ‘sorry’ She nods and drinks her drink, a blush appearing on her pale 
skin 


"Jyrki who's she?" Jussi asks. 

“This is." | reply, before turning to look at her, "What's your name kulta?" 

"S-Sk-kylar, Sky. Skylar Johnson," she replies, "W-What does kulta mean?" 

It means sweetheart in Finnish," | translate before telling Jussi her name. 

"I'm Jussi 69," he says holding out a hand to her, "And this is Jyrki b9" 

She shakes it, and stutters a hello just as someone comes over looking distressed. 

"Everything is going wrong," the new girl says, "The band can't make it!" 

"R-Rose it is-isn't the end o-of the world," Skylar stutters, "D-Does this m-mean | can g-go home now?" 
"We just got here!" the girl Rose exclaims, before noticing me and Jussi looking at the two, "Hi." 
"Hei," | say. 

"Hei, we are in a band," Jussi says, "We could play if we get a guitarist and a bassist” 
"Really?!" Rose exclaims, "Sky can play the bass, would she do?" 

"N-Nol" Skylar says grabbing Rose's arm, "l-l can't do it" 


"Stage fright?" | ask, and smile when she nods, "You don't have to do it. We can get someone else to do it, l'm 
sure." 


"lIl go see who can play an instrument!" Rose says before running off. 


| sigh and take a drink of my tequila. ‘Its going to be a long night: | think, ‘and it isn't going to end well: 


You want me to perform? 


Author's Notes: 
| am finally updating this as | am now in the mood for it -strangely- hope you like, feedback is love <3 
PS. if you haven\'t heard any of the songs mntionned I\'d recommend looking them up -especially the last one- 


-Skylar's POV- 


| sigh as they head onto the stage, glad to get out of that situation ‘Even if | didn't have stage fright | 
probably wouldn't want to perform, | think as | take a drink before signalling for another. | feel an arm upon 
my shoulder and | turn my head slightly, giving them a small smile. They smile back and ruffle my hair before 
ordering themselves a drink. 


Lifting my drink, | turn around in my chair to look around the room, noting how everyone is dressed similarly. 
The arm lands back on my shoulder again, but | just shrug it off, glaring slightly. They laugh before taking a 
drink. 


"You going up?" they ask. 

"Not a hope in hell," | mutter in reply, earning a laugh, "Why don't you Paul?" 

"Night out," he replies before walking off with a sly grin on his face. 

‘Fuck... | think, just as Rose comes back over. | raise an eyebrow and Rose just hands me a piece of paper. "No 


guitarist please play," it reads. | sigh and reluctntly nod, finishing my drink in one. Grabbing my hand she leads 
me to the stage before handing me a beat up looking Les Paul. 


"Pick whatver you want," she says, "They said they can play most things." 


| nod and start off the opening riff of Thunderstruck by AC/DC, really glad that | had a drink before | started. 
Sure enough they are able to play along, and soon the songs sound like they are almost one large song. Paul 
starts a chant for getting me to sing, and soon almost the whole place is going. Signalling for another drink | 
take off the guitar and walk over to the grand piano in the corner. 


The drink is set down on the table and | drink half of it, glad it is getting rid of my usual fear of large crowds. 
| begin to play the opening lines on the piano, closing my eyes as I've played it multiple times before. Once | hit 
the final note for the opening | keep playing but now singing along to my piano version of ‘The Island: 


When | finish and everyone has cheered, | feel my head start to go light, which is the moment | pass out from 
lack of sleep and too much alcohol. 


(PS. for any of you that are curious about ‘The Island’ it is by Paul Brady and it is based on my home town in 
lreland) 


